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Summary: 


Percy regrets a lot of things, from small to big, from accidents to purposely 
bad, bad situations, either because of his own bad planning or because 
someone else was trying to fuck him over. You just need to look at his high- 
school years to know this. 


However, one more questionable decision... can't be that bad, right? 


Alternatively: three times Percy hooked up with Apollo, sun god, on 
"accident", and one time he did it on purpose. Apparently, they fall in love 
in the process. 


Relationships: Apollo/Percy Jackson 
Comments: 104 

Kudos: 582 

Collections: aadarshinah's list of fics to die for 


1. first 


Author's Note: 


yeah this is just a fun idea i had and decided to write out. don't know 
when im gonna update this as im focused in other fics, but hey, leave a 
comment if you want more, and maybe i'll end up getting this out 
faster than expected! 


enjoy! 


Unquestionably, Percy will agree to having taken a lot of ill-based 
decisions, at least in regards for the safety of his own person and general 
well-being, while just trying to live his best life. But also just in general, 
like tricking himself into thinking marine biology would be a good career 
choice. Everyone makes mistakes, of course, and everyone deserves a 
second chance as long as they recognize their failures and learn from them. 
He’s gonna become an ER doctor soon enough, now. 


However, he isn’t confident that letting a god into his bed falls under the 
same category of self-improvement. 


It was an accident. That’s all he has to say about it and he doesn’t want to 
dwell on any specifics; he’d just like to move on and pretend like his ass 
isn’t sore, there isn’t a pair of handprint bruises on each of his hips and lots 
of other places around his body, and his bed sheets are still in one piece. 
Except, of course, that’s easier said than done, especially when the actual... 
activity was rather enjoyable and he’s being constantly bombarded by the 
memories of it, not only when he looks in the mirror but when he as much 
as sees Will Solace walking around campus, regardless of whether they 
interact or not. 


So, just to unload that weight off his shoulders, it went like this: 


School is hard. Right? Right. Really hard. Really stressful. He’s just been 
dumped (or maybe he dumped Annabeth, or maybe it was a mutual dump 
“cause they were sick of each other) and he absolutely hates drinking alone 


and especially drinking beer alone, but he was having a low moment of 
weakness. He went to a bar. No big deal, he’s allowed to do that. He had a 
few drinks, allowed people to flirt with him because hey, it’s not that often 
that he felt desired in his last relationship so it’s nice to indulge in some 
semblance of... ego. That’s probably the word. 


Either way, he wasn’t drunk. Just a little high, but that’s because he had 
some weed back at his place and by the time he was through his fifth drink 
the effect was mostly gone and he definitely felt in control of his actions. 
He was making sure people weren’t ruffing his drinks, he told several 
friends where he would be, and he had Riptide, which— sure, mortals. But 
it’s still a good way to flash and scare off assholes. All good. All normal. 
Just a regular good time. 


And then Apollo slides into the stool next to his own, all blond hair and 
smiles, flirting shamelessly with the cute bartender and not even noticing 
Percy until he almost drops his drink out of the shock of running across 
him. Even then, he didn’t seem to recognize Percy at first, squinting in 
confusion—he does look a lot like his dad, so maybe that was his issue, or 
maybe the idea of Percy doing anything fun by himself puzzled him—until 
his eyes, dark blue under the neon lights, lit up. 


He would love to say he doesn’t remember a word of what they spoke 
about, but he does. Oh, he very much does. 


“T’m so sorry that your engagement didn’t work out,” Apollo says, after 
he’s settled down with a big pink cocktail, the glass rim covered with sugar, 
stirring with a finger as he looks at Percy with painfully genuine pity, much 
like everyone else has. They had started out talking about school, then his 
sad, pathetic life, and descended, naturally, onto the last piece of disgrace in 
it. “I thought you two were so cute together. Romance for the ages.” 


“No, you didn’t, and we weren't,” Percy rolls his eyes, omitting all the nasty 
details. He has a rather long sip of his own cocktail, courtesy of Apollo this 
time, in order to cast those from his mind, as well. “You barely knew 
Annabeth at all.” 


“Well, she seemed to have made you happy for a while,” Apollo hums, 
bringing his finger up to his lips and sucking off the remains of his cocktail 
on it. Percy stares at it and doesn’t even try to pretend he isn’t; Apollo 
either doesn’t notice or doesn’t think anything of it. Considering how hot he 
is, he might be used to it so much that he thinks this is just the natural way 
of things. “But you’re a wonderful person, so, do not fret. You won’t stay 
single for long if you wish to find another partner to share your life with.” 


To be honest, Percy doesn’t care either way right now. “We broke up 
because she found out I like guys.” 


Apollo pauses, blinking as if he thinks he heard wrong and is waiting for 
Percy to clarify. When he doesn’t, he clears his throat. “And this affected 
your relationship... how, exactly?” 


“She couldn’t handle her jealousy,” Percy shrugs. “And she didn’t like it 
when I reminded her of that time she made out with Piper two years ago 
when someone dared her to kiss the prettiest person in the room. Which is 
when she reminded me of the time I made out with Jason because Leo 
tricked us into playing gay chicken. There’s also, you know, unresolved 
trauma. Not a good basis for a marriage.” 


Percy pauses, registering Apollo’s dumbfounded expression. He takes 
another sip of his drink, then shrugs again, before putting the final nail in 
the coffin. “Pretty sure we’re either gay, or just not attracted to each other at 
all. In retrospect, the sex sucked. Good riddance.” 


Apollo takes a deep breath. “You’re telling me this... why?” 


And here is when Percy has to take a step back and analyze exactly that. 
Why is he saying all of this to Apollo? Not even some of their friends know 
about all these details. They mostly think they just decided to break it off, 
even if there were fights about it, which isn’t a lie, but it also isn’t the whole 
truth. He sits there, confused with himself, up until a light flashes and 
illuminates Apollo’s features in a truly flattering manner, hitting all the right 
places—the cheekbones, the jaw, the perfect lips and the graceful curve of 
his neck, the strong-looking arms marked by veins and those talented, 


gorgeous hands with their long fingers—reminding him of how very, very 
stressed (read; sexually frustrated) he feels. 


“Wanna dance?” He asks instead of answering the question, to which 
Apollo raises his eyebrows, appraises Percy with a look, and then narrows 
his eyes, looking again, looking deeper. Perhaps catching exactly what he 
means, he nods, and Percy’s heartbeat goes crazy. “Lead the way, please.” 


So, he doesn’t know how to dance. At least not to white people music, 
which is what this club is blaring; give him salsa or merengue and he might 
be able to defend himself thanks to mom trying to teach him about his 
grandma’s culture, but Apollo, a great dancer of probably every type of 
music out there himself, takes his words for granted and leads him with not 
a drop of hesitation. 


If Percy was just toying with this idea before, after that dance, he’s fully in. 
Bodies pressed together with no hint of shyness, Apollo grabs his hips and 
teaches him how to move in a way that, at least, tricks him into thinking he 
can keep up with him. Except that the song changes into something a lot 
more sultry about a minute into it, and Apollo does not hesitate to turn 
Percy around, pull him in by the hips, pressing his chest against his back 
and— 


Well, he doesn’t think he needs to explain why this is not as much dancing 
anymore, as it is fucking without the nudity aspect. It knocks his breath 
from his lungs and has him scrambling to grind back along with the beat, 
clumsily moving his hips, clueless as to what to do with his arms until 
Apollo grabs his hands and lifts them back so he holds on to his blonde 
curls, lips pressed against his ear to give him more dancing tips as if he’s 
actually interested in that by this point. 


The last thought he has before turning his neck to kiss him is wow his hair 
is soft. Then, he turns, pulling him by said soft curls, moaning at how 
Apollo’s hands land on his ass and squeeze before he’s licking his way into 
his mouth, forcing Percy to tilt his chin up to make the kiss work even 
better, because yeah, Apollo’s taller than him and that’s a realization that 
sends his mind into overdrive. 


For the record: Apollo’s mad good at kissing. Like— Percy doesn’t think 
he’s ever been kissed with such conviction and self-assurance and 
confidence and skill, and it drives him from mildly horny to desperate, 
groaning into the kiss and absolutely loving how easily Apollo’s let him 
know who’s calling the shots here, because when he breaks away and starts 
pulling Percy into the VIP bathrooms—he did not know these existed, by 
the way, wow—he doesn’t even ask, already knowing exactly where this is 


going. 


Even then, after he locks the door and pushes Percy against the sink 
counter, facing the mirror, he meets his eyes through their reflections and 
asks: “How far do you wanna go?” 


To which Percy takes one second to breathe, processes how good it feels for 
Apollo’s hands to be tightly wrapped around his waist like they are, how 
amazing his now-messy hair and pink lips look, and how absolutely fucking 
fantastic it is to feel his crotch flush against his ass. 


He swallows, and it’s out of anticipation rather than nerves. “All the way, 
please.” 


Apollo’s eyes darken, narrowing just-so, and a shiver goes down Percy’s 
spine because fuck, that’s hot. He’s so fucking hot, literally; when Apollo 
leans in to press his lips to his neck, biting the skin, they burn in just about 
the best way possible. 


After that it’s mostly a blur of heat, lust, and sounds that could’ve very well 
been taken out of a porno. Percy’s pants and underwear get pushed down 
out of the way, and Apollo kneels behind him, kissing each of his ass 
cheeks before diving into his rim, spitting into it in a way that should be 
nasty but it’s actually kinda hot, before loosening him with a press of his 
tongue, and then going in. 


Also for the record: Apollo’s really good at eating ass. Percy’s never done 
any of this before, but he doesn’t have to be an expert to know that the way 
Apollo makes his toes curl and his limbs tremble and his voice escape in 
whimpers is nothing but the work of someone who probably eats ass for 
breakfast as far as Percy is concerned. Holy shit. And then he pushes a 


finger in, alongside his tongue, and Percy stares at his own flushed face, 
body half-bent over the sink counter because he can’t keep himself upright, 
completely taken over by the feeling until he realizes— 


He’s coming. Ok. Yeap. He has that realization at the same time it happens, 
perhaps a microsecond earlier, so there’s nothing he can do about it except 
let his eyes roll up from pleasure, his whole body tense up and then turn 
into jelly until he’s fully bent over the counter, and moan so hard and so 
loud that he actually feels the strain of his vocal chords. 


When he’s done, Apollo stands up with the biggest smile he’s ever seen, 
bright and positively ecstatic, proud and warm— so pretty it hurts his chest, 
honestly. As he watches, panting, he licks his lips, and Percy has to squeeze 
his eyes shut because oh, gods, that’s too much. 


“Amazing,” Apollo sighs out, and presses his finger into his ass, making 
Percy’s body spasm from head to toe. He blinks his eyes open, wondering if 
he’s drooling, but he can’t bother to look at himself in the mirror to check 
because Apollo’s a sight that pretty much deserves to be appreciated. He 
winks at Percy. “Beautiful, gorgeous. Can I fuck your ass now, baby, or are 
you calling it a night already?” 


Percy’s eyes widen. “Right now?” 


Raising his eyebrows, Apollo glances down at his ass, and shamelessly 
pushes another finger in him. Percy’s cock twitches in interest, which seems 
as much of an answer as he needs, but Apollo verbalizes his own anyways. 
“Well, it’d be a shame if I didn’t, don’t you think?” 


Five minutes later Apollo’s pressing his cock—big and warm and quite 
long, but Percy tries not to get hung up on that or he knows he’ Il develop an 
issue—into his ass, after a rather quick-and-dirty fingering session that left 
him arching his back to push his butt out at him and encourage him to 
please, pretty please fuck him. Percy’s a mess by now, bent as he is, 
sweating like he just ran a marathon, gaping and drooling like an idiot 
because gods it’s so good, and he says it out loud so much that Apollo 
laughs, blue eyes twinkling. 


“Aw, Perseus,” he purrs, pressing himself inside a little faster, the sensation 
so overwhelming that Percy shoots his hands out to press against the mirror, 
trying to retain some semblance of strength so that Apollo doesn’t have to 
hold him up, too. Not that he’d be opposed; even in his lust-dazed state, he 
would like some dignity. “You’re so sweet. Who knew you’d be so good at 
taking cock like this? Sure, you look it, but you don’t act like it. This better 
actually be your first time, or I’m going to feel a little betrayed, because 
your ass feels wonderful.” 


Percy’s face is so hot that he isn’t confident there’s actually any air 
ventilation in this bathroom. “It is—it is my first time. I’ve never, I’ve just 
fingered myself a few times, I—” 


“Cute,” Apollo interrupts, pulls back his hips and snaps them back in, 
hitting full against his prostate with deadly accuracy. Percy sees white for a 
few seconds, and when his vision returns Apollo looks pleasantly surprised. 
“Did you just cum on my cock alone? That’s almost as impressive as doing 
it on my tongue, you know.” 


Percy makes a choked sound, closes his eyes, and presses his hips back. He 
doesn’t know from where he finds the strength to speak. “I’m not done. Not 
even tired.” 


Apollo’s expression turns serious, one perfect eyebrow raising. “Oh, you’re 
one of those brats. Ruining you is going to be fun.” 


He doesn’t get a chance to reply, because Apollo pushes him even further 
against the counter, hands tightening where he’s gripping his hips, and 
thrusts into him with force that almost has Percy slamming his head against 
the mirror. 


He would also like to say, here, that he doesn’t remember much of what 
comes next, lost in the haze of pleasure, but that’d be a lie. In fact, Percy 
remembers it all with extreme clarity: Apollo pulling his hair until Percy’s 
forced to stand upright so he can dig his teeth into his skin from behind, the 
slap of skin against skin, Apollo mumbling filthy things into his ear that he 
does not care to reproduce out of embarrassment, his own disturbingly loud 
moaning, the hands roaming his body like Apollo can’t get enough of it. At 


some point, they met eyes through the mirror, which made it all the more 
intense, but there wasn’t a single instance in which they stopped— or, for 
that matter, in which they slowed down, or spoke anything other than curses 
and exclamations of approval, or in which Apollo actually properly touched 
his dick to make him cum. He didn’t need to. 


There’s a lot of kissing afterwards. An inappropriate amount, even, for two 
people that only kinda know each other—if a god can be counted as people. 
But Percy vaguely remembers Lester, beat up and pathetic in his mom’s 
doorstep, and Meg, and then moving to California and being handed 
cookies from his mom, and decides that, okay, yeah, maybe Apollo is a 
people, and he’s nice enough to hang around anyways... which is why he 
recklessly invites him back to his place, they have weed together, and then 
Percy gets fucked so hard that he rips his bed sheets and he’s pretty sure his 
bed is just one unlucky day away from breaking apart. 


“Promise me one thing,” he tells Apollo, after they’re done. He can’t move, 
and he’s laying his head on his lap, watching him smoke his weed and have 
a bit of water that he has no idea where he got from like he owns the place. 
It doesn’t bother him as much as it should. Apollo glances at him. “No 
demigod baby. I don’t plan to be a father anytime soon, you fucker.” 


Apollo laughs so hard he almost spills his water all over Percy, but then he 
sets his joint on Percy’s ashtray—also known as a random coffee cup he 
doesn’t use except when he’s getting high, of course—and runs a hand 
through his hair, scratching his scalp like he’s a particularly stubborn cat 
that needs affection. The allegory hits a bit too close to home, to be honest. 


“Alright, no babies for you,” Apollo agrees, smiling. Then he heaves a 
dramatic sigh. “Such a shame. I was planning on giving you twins. Maybe 
even triplets!” 


Percy pushes him off the bed, of course, and then rearranges himself, head 
on his pillow, pulling the blankets over his head, and passes the fuck out to 
the sound of Apollo’s melodic laughter. 


2. second 


Notes for the Chapter: 


im uploading this today instead of tomorrow because i'll be busy with 
stuff, but i'm glad to see you guys like it! 


i must say, this was supposed to be a lot more... casual. instead it has 
drama. so, enjoy! 


The next morning, Percy wakes up alone, which is about what he expected. 
After all, you fuck a god, you’re lucky to even know they’re a god either 
before or afterwards, and then you’re probably never seeing them again. 


What he did not expect was the gorgeous flower arrangement resting on his 
kitchen island, with a little note, words written on it in flowy, elegant, out- 
of-a-book handwriting that couldn’t scream doctor more if you tried. The 
message is simple: 


I had a great time. Here’s my number. 


Undermeath the words is a winky face, said phone number, and a bunch of 
x’s and o’s. Percy stands there, ass sore, covered in burns and bruises and 
bite marks, blushing for a good ten, maybe fifteen minutes. Then he does 
what he thinks everyone should do when given flowers by a god: he dumps 
them in the trash. 


Yes, it’s rude. Yes, it might get him cursed. Yes, it pains him, because he 
had an amazing time too and those flowers really are gorgeous, but he 
knows better. He isn’t dumb. There’s a line between getting his brains 
fucked out by a god and letting said god buy him flowers. And even then... 
Percy can’t bring himself to throw away the note, as well. He just can’t. 
Instead, he buries it under his piles upon piles of old pre-med homework, 
and hopes he never finds it again. 


After that, the only source of discomfort is the fact that he’s friends with 
Will Solace, and his brain decides to mock him by giving him recurring 


dreams of that night, each one more explicit than the last. But alas, it’s just 
something new on his laundry list of things he has to deal with, like the 
PTSD and his recently-failed engagement. 


He’ll get over it. By which he means that he tries to get over it by hooking 
up with guys he finds cute enough, only to be disappointed about the fact 
that none of them are as good as a god. It’s almost as if Apollo has enough 
years of experience under his belt to be better than any human, right? Well, 
Percy refuses to accept this until he gets invited back to a guy’s place, and 
has difficulty actually getting hard. And the guy was cute, too! All dark 
green-blue eyes, brown hair, about his height... but yeah, it did not work 
out. Neither did the six blond guys he hooked up with before him. Or the 
one girl. That one was painful. 


He’s jinxed himself, obviously. It’s not like he has trouble getting off alone, 
even if he now does a lot more assplay than he did before, so clearly it’s just 
a matter of lowering his expectations back to human standards. That’s all. 


Still, that doesn’t mean he can’t have a good time. Which is why, around 
three or four months after the fiasco with Apollo, he finds himself at one of 
Rachel’s sorority parties, where the only guys invited are certified safe 
game by the whole sisterhood—aka, not assholes—and the music is loud 
and terrible but the drinks are good, and being with Rachel is always a plus. 
Not to mention, they don’t just play white-people music, so Percy does get 
to show that, while he has two left feet, it doesn’t mean he’s helpless. 


Perhaps that’s why he finds himself in the arms of this very buff, very 
attractive football player, dancing with their bodies pressed together, a little 
awkward, but nice nonetheless. He has dimples and skin as dark as bark and 
a pretty laugh, and Percy’s really feeling it, for once, really enjoying 
himself— up until he locks eyes with a blond, blue-eyed man across the 
living-room-turned-dance-floor, and his heart climbs up into his throat. 


Ah, right. Rachel’s party. Pretty girls and boys. Of course Apollo would be 
here. They stare at each other, equally shocked, but then the girl in Apollo’s 
arms says something to him that demands his attention and the sudden lack 
of eye-contact makes Percy realize that the boy he’s been trying to get with 
all night is asking him something. 


“Do you know that guy?” He’s saying, and Percy stares at him, 
dumbfounded. The boy—Dylan? David? He can’t remember and that’s 
really embarrassing, but apparently looking at Apollo has wiped his 
memory clean—raises his eyebrows at him, smiling. “You know, if you got 
something going on, I’ll just leave you to it, don’t wanna mess something 


up—” 

“Nope!” Percy shakes his head, trying to convince himself more than he’s 
trying to convince him. He spins them so that his back is to Apollo, so 
Percy can keep an eye on him “Nothing going on, actually— like, 
absolutely zero. But you and I, you know...” 


He doesn’t seem to believe him, but looks up and down at Percy—who’s 
wearing see-through dark-grey dress with an open curved back, reaching to 
his knees with two big slits at the sides that go down from his waist, as well 
as high-heels held up by straps with dangling lines of jewels up the length 
of his whole leg—and apparently decides that’s enough to give him a 
chance. “Well, no hard feelings, then!” 


Percy wishes it were that simple. They continue on enjoying themselves 
together, though his mind is elsewhere and his eyes keep straying to the 
surrounding crowd, trying to catch Apollo again. When another song that he 
can likely pretend he knows how to dance to comes on, though, he decides 
he’s being ridiculous, because if Apollo were to curse him he would’ve 
already done it. So he glues himself to his companion’s body, and enjoys 
the music. 


Which is when he realizes the couple dancing and making out beside them 
is in fact Apollo— and a different girl than earlier. Um. Yeah. So, that 
makes it awkward, but only for him, because the guy he’s with is too busy 
subtly groping him to notice Percy’s leaning his chin on his shoulder as they 
dance because his legs suddenly feel a little weak, and the good time he was 
having is suddenly a lot less fun. 


It only gets worse when Apollo, no doubt feeling pointed mortal eyes on 
him, cracks an eye open, and looks right at him, meeting his gaze. So, pro- 
tip: do not stare at people while making out with someone else. It’s creepy. 
And an unnecessary flex of skill. 


Apollo proves that gods are trashy when he stops kissing the girl just to 
shoot him a smile and a wink, before leaning in to say something in her ear, 
not even looking apologetic. The girl nods, and then gives him an 
understanding smile, a hug, and leaves with a wave, not even attempting to 
push, or call him an asshole, or even make something spicy happen. Huh. 


Percy fails to realize what this means until Apollo leans against a 
conveniently placed piece of furniture that’s covered with a sheet to avoid 
stains, crossing his arms, and making eye contact with Percy again. 


Oh. Oh, shit, right, he forgot gods are all a bunch of voyeurs with not a drop 
of shame in their whole immortal bodies. Percy glares at him, mouthing 
fuck off, asshole, but Apollo just turns, pretending to look for who Percy’s 
talking to, and then goes back to watching him, a smirk tat looks meaner 
than usual on his lips. 


Percy’s petty. He’s been petty from the second he was born, there’s no way 
around it. He’s never been that nice, he has a resting bitch face when he’s 
not actively trying to look normal, he constantly cusses people out in his 
head and smiles through his teeth, so it’s no wonder that he takes Apollo’s 
shameless behavior and runs with it. 


He makes sure to throw himself into the dancing. Moving his hips, feeling 
himself, discarding his usual self-esteem issues that make him feel like he’s 
a boiled potato that’s been cut into square pieces, for the sake of having a 
demigod-friendly and swimming-team able body, but otherwise holds no 
real temptation. Unless you fry it, that is, and everyone loves fries, so he 
makes sure to be the best fucking French fry in this fucking party. 


He might have had a couple shots of tequila earlier, if he’s being honest. 


His dancing partner must have noticed his interest, because the grabby 
hands get even grabbier and he can’t blame him, because to him, it probably 
looks like Percy’s suddenly very enthusiastic about spending the night with 
him. He feels bad, of course, and he’|] make sure to apologize but he needs 
to do this, and perhaps he won’t have to pretend that hard that he’s not 
thinking about Apollo almost every single day, the second he turns his 
lights off and gets into his bed, recalling how good it felt to be with him. 


Kisses start being pressed against his neck and Apollo’s eyes are dark, 
trained on him and his body, which sends a strange thrill down his spine. 
Percy mouths it again, fuck off, because he doesn’t like how satisfied he 
looks, and Apollo just shrugs, raises his eyebrows, mouths back can I watch 
when he fucks you? 


Percy should’ve gotten angry. He really should’ve walked over, punched 
Apollo right in the nose, and gotten him thrown out of the party, no matter 
how many friends he may or may not have around. Instead, as if possessed, 
Percy issues a challenge: do it yourself, coward. 


The change in Apollo is immediate. He straightens up, tense as a board, 
scowls, and starts walking towards them. He’s there in barely three strides, 
and his hand lands on his innocent companion’s shoulder just as Percy puts 
some distance between their bodies. 


“Do you mind?” Apollo says, voice disturbingly clear without him having 
to raise it despite the music around them. His dancing buddy seems equally 
surprised to be able to hear him so clearly, and he doesn’t miss the 
disappointment in his eyes when Apollo gestures at Percy. He sends Percy a 
shrug and an I told you so look, before walking away. Apollo glares daggers 
at his retreating back. “He was starting to get too touchy.” 


“Asshole,” Percy snaps at him, crossing his arms, and pretends that his heart 
isn’t going insane in his ears when Apollo focuses his eyes on him again, 
trailing them up and down his body. “Who the fuck do you think you are?” 


“Me?” Apollo asks, incredulous, which seems extremely unfair up until he 
speaks again, frowning at him with an evidently hurt tone. “You were the 
one that dumped my flowers! You didn’t even give them an hour!” 


Percy swallows back his regret, trying to hold on to some of his indignation. 
“T never said I was interested in anything else.” 


“Just in my dick, then,” Apollo huffs, and Percy absolutely hates that he can 
see him actively burying any other feelings of hurt behind a wall. He didn’t 
think Apollo would take it so seriously— but it doesn’t matter. Percy is not 
gonna date a god. “Whatever. And then I was trying to get my mind off 


your ass, but you just had to spend the last three hours looking for me until I 
had no choice but to throw away the Mist because it was starting to confuse 
everyone around us.” 


“You used the Mist to keep me from finding you?” Percy asks, digging his 
nails into his arms. “Seriously? And then you just decided to drop it while 
you made out with a girl right next to me?” 


“T thought you would back off,” Apollo meets his eyes, raising his 
eyebrows. “Not double down, Perseus. I didn’t take you for an 
exhibitionist.” 


“The only exhibitionist here is you,” Percy points a finger at him, touching 
his chest, ignoring the dark look Apollo throws him. “I was minding my 
own business, and then you just had to provoke me—” 


“This argument is going in circles,’ Apollo rolls his eyes, and catches 
Percy’s wrist in his hand. Percy swallows, ignoring a shiver going down his 
spine, but there’s something about Apollo suddenly losing all heat— 
literally; he was so warm before but the fingers on his skin are almost as 
cold as his own usually are—that he doesn’t like. The way he looks at him, 
none of his usual cheer in sight, only makes it weirder. “Am I going to fuck 
you tonight, or am I free to leave and pretend you aren’t torturing me?” 


What the fuck? Percy thinks, because that sounds a little too real, too 
personal, and he isn’t sure he likes that. But then Percy thinks of how his 
mind keeps sending him daily reminders that he’s never going to have sex 
like he did with Apollo ever again, and wonders if that’s what he means, 
because if so— well, he gets it. He gets him. It’s not exactly fun to be 
presented with what you can never have, especially after you’ve already 
tasted it. 


So, Percy lifts his chin, looks him in the eye, and nods. “No hard feelings?” 


Apollo presses his lips into a line, and doesn’t answer, which doesn’t seem 
like there will actually be clear water between them after this. Still, he 
squeezes Percy’s wrist lightly, and then pulls him in, wrapping his arms 


around his waist and kissing him without any preamble, instantly licking his 
way into his mouth. 


Gods, it’s good. It feels like balance has been restored in his body; unlike 
all his previous hook-ups, he’s able to get into it immediately, bringing his 
hands up to tangle in Apollo’s hair, kissing back with enthusiasm, making 
sure their bodies are as pressed together as tightly as possible. Whatever has 
Apollo acting so out-of-character, it seems to temporarily vanish in the face 
of their mutual desire. His hands settle against his ass, lovingly squeezing 
like he’s actively missed it, and Percy doesn’t care to question him when he 
starts moving them to the beat of the music around them. 


Their hips grind together and it is absolutely delicious, so much so that 
Percy gets hard embarrassingly fast. When Apollo breaks away to trail 
kisses down his neck, Percy catches the edge of a self-satisfied smile, and it 
sets a fire inside him because his whole body gets warm, almost unbearably 
SO. 


This time, Apollo leads him upstairs to an unoccupied room, and he silently 
sends an apology to Rachel because of the mess that’s about to happen in 
one of her sister’s spaces. Apollo doesn’t rip his clothes off like last time, 
though, instead pushing Percy down the bed, taking the front of his dress, 
and lifting the fabric out of the way, since the slits at the sides make it rather 
convenient. Percy blushes as Apollo stares at the lingerie he picked out with 
an expression of blank shock, then catches the slight tightening of his jaw 
as he licks his lips. 


“You truly are too beautiful,” he mumbles, which makes Percy blush even 
harder. He bites his lip and wraps his legs around Apollo’s waist, 
swallowing, silently raising his hips to see if he’ll actually touch his dick 
this time. Apollo tilts his head at him, shooting him an unimpressed look. “T 
don’t feel like playing nice tonight, though, no matter how gorgeous you 
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are. 
His tone has Percy’s breath catching. “Why?” 


Apollo laughs, for the first time tonight, but it’s off. Forced. Percy doesn’t 
get to ask what it is that he’s missing before Apollo pulls at his underwear 


until the panties break, freezing him on the spot, eyes widening. “T’ll let you 
figure that out on your own, sweetheart.” 


Oh, wow. Percy did not know he needed any of this, from the almost 
absent-minded way Apollo’s eyes roam his body to the way he starts 
undoing his pants, pulling out his cock just as much as he needs to, not a bit 
more. Percy stares, wondering if not playing nice means no prep, but as if 
reading his mind, Apollo digs into his back pocket and pulls out a small 
little package of lube. 


“Beats spit,” he shrugs, and Percy doesn’t say anything, voice caught, as he 
watches him tear it open with his teeth and dip his fingers in. He barely 
moves the broken fabric of his underwear aside before pressing against his 
rim, not diving in. Percy shivers. “Are you okay with this?” 


“You seem angry,” Percy says, because it’s the first thing that comes to 
mind. “Feels unfair.” 


“Do you mind that?” Apollo asks, gaze even. He’s giving him a chance to 
pull back, say that he’d rather go home or find someone else or literally do 
anything other than be with him, but where Apollo’s attitude should drive 
him away, it pulls him in instead— not in a sexy way, or a romantic way, 
but because he knows he’s upset him, and as much of a god as he is, Percy 
did decide he counts as a person. And he doesn’t like upsetting people that 
don’t deserve it, because he can tell that this isn’t about the voyeurism, and 
maybe it isn’t about the flowers, even if it might add to it. 


But Apollo doesn’t seem willing to talk. The way his eyes consume him, he 
can tell there’s nothing he wants more than to lose himself in the physical, 
rather than think, rather than express himself in any other way he knows 
how. So Percy, who doesn’t really know him but does respect him, despite 
his godly status, just shakes his head. 


“Go ahead,” he says, then makes a request. “On one condition.” 


Apollo shoots him a look like the last person that asked him for a condition 
got cursed, but maybe that’s just Percy’s mind running away from him, 


because their proximity, the tension between them, the point where Apollo’s 
finger touches his ass— it’s all good. “And what may that be?” 


Percy swallows and sits up, tangling his fingers in his hair. “If you’re gonna 
be angry, do so properly. You come down here and kiss me like you mean 
it.” 


It’s the right thing to say. Something flares in Apollo’s eyes and he sees 
genuine desire, lust, a hint of desperation. When he speaks, it is breathless. 
“Deal.” 


Then he leans down, and, true to his word, gives him a proper kiss. It’s 
bruising and intense, and when Apollo digs his teeth in he draws blood, 
licks it away and sucks the wound he inflicted like he can’t get enough of it. 
It kicks everything into overdrive, white-hot desire trembling through them 
not unlike an earthquake, and Percy has the wild realization that he’s 
fucking the sun god. The sun. Gods. 


Pushing him down again, Apollo catches both his wrists and holds them up 
above his head, squeezing so hard that he’s sure that they’|l bruise. Still, he 
makes sure to press his lips against his skin, never leaving it unless he has 
to work with the twitches of Percy’s body when he starts fingering him, far 
harder than he had that night that feels so far away now. It’s a contrast that 
Percy appreciates; exactly what he wanted, that mutual desperation and 
need, the feeling that they’re both standing at the same place. 


His body craves and his lips and tongue put that feeling into words, forming 
pleading requests, letting out half-choked groans. His legs are tight against 
Apollo’s sides, his hips meet his fingers with eagerness, and he throws his 
head back when Apollo kisses his nipples, licking through the fabric of his 
dress, grazing them with his teeth in a way that makes him feel raw with 
desire. 


When he finally deems him ready enough, Apollo doesn’t stop to tease him, 
doesn’t make any comments, doesn’t do anything that isn’t intense eye- 
contact that heats Percy up from the inside, and his last coherent thought of 
the night is that he needs to find out what it is that he did, because even like 


this, with Apollo entering his ass until he’s balls deep, the grip of his hands 
speaking of desperation, he feels a distance that wasn’t there before. 


He forgets all of that for the sake of kissing Apollo, gasping against his lips 
when the first thrust comes, which is when he realizes that the hand holding 
his wrists down isn’t to keep him from touching him, but to hold him still, 
because Apollo goes hard and fast, burying himself as deep as possible until 
Percy can’t do anything other than moan and hold on for dear life. 


Apollo doesn’t need to touch his cock to make him come this time either. 
Everything else is more than enough, from the kisses to the helpless 
position he’s in, from the teeth leaving vicious marks to the hand holding 
him down. The only noises Apollo lets out are grunts of concentration and 
low moans, but Percy feels the shivers he tries to hide, as pressed together 
as they are, and the realization that he’s holding back something hurts a lot 
more than his busted lip. 


Even then, they’re unable to separate from each other. After the first round, 
Apollo asks him, his voice the softest it’s been all night, to turn around, ass 
up, and eats out his own cum like it’s a completely normal thing to do, until 
Percy breaks. 


“Please,” he begs, eyes squeezed shut. Apollo breaks away from his ass 
with one last swipe at his hole, and Percy feels him reposition himself, their 
fingers brushing as Apollo leans a hand against the bed for leverage. 
Recklessly, he takes that hand, tangling their fingers, and feels Apollo 
freezing up behind him as a result. “Oh, gods, Apollo, please, please, I want 
you, I want you—” 


“You ought to use your words more carefully, Percy,” Apollo speaks up, for 
the first time in a while, and Percy wonders only vaguely what that means, 
before he feels Apollo hovering over him, teeth catching his earlobe and 
stealing a whole-body spasm. He speaks into his ear, and something about 
his tone is raw in its honesty. “You look pretty when you beg.” 


That shouldn’t be hot, considering Percy’s not a begger. He’s never begged 
for anything in his life, not really, not when he was facing titans or holding 
the Doors of Death closed, thinking about tearing Gaea apart with his bare 


hands to quench his fury. But this— something about this makes it easy, and 
easy is everything Percy’s life has never been. He doesn’t think he would do 
this for anyone else, really. He never did it for Annabeth. But those are 
thoughts to analyze later. 


Apollo doesn’t go as hard as the first time, perhaps feeling mindful of how 
much Percy can take with no breaks, but it still makes his eyes roll up and 
drool escape his mouth as he takes it, over and over, so ready for it that he 
knows, knows that the obsession he had before is nothing in comparison to 
how it’s going to feel after tonight. The bed is pretty much ruined but 
neither of them care, and it isn’t until after Apollo’s switched their positions 
to make him ride him, cock buried deep and meeting his prostate head on 
every time, that they call it a night. 


Literally. “Sunrise is coming. I have to leave.” 


Percy blinks blearily at him, dazed. This time, Apollo didn’t offer his lap 
for him to rest on. Their only point of contact is their tangled fingers 
between them. “Would you stay otherwise?” 


Apollo stops looking at Percy’s legion tattoo to meet his eyes, and 
something there goes cold again. He regrets asking. “No. I know when I’m 
welcome, and when I’m not.” 


“Apollo—” he tries, but he’s already sitting up, pulling his pants back up 
because he never took off any of his clothes. Neither of them did. He grabs 
Percy’s broken underwear from the floor and kindly hands it to him, not 
meeting his eyes, his expression made of stone. For perhaps one of the first 
times in his life, Percy gives up. “I’m sorry about the flowers. They were 
gorgeous.” 


“Don’t be,” Apollo sighs, cracking a smile at him that feels forced. Percy 
almost wishes he told him he’s going to wake up tomorrow to five demigod 
babies resting at the foot of his bed, but he knows that would feel even 
more dishonest. “I’ll see you around, Percy. Don’t be a stranger.” 


The words feel hypocritical coming from him, who’s closed himself off 
behind a wall, but Percy decides not to call him out. It’d probably do more 


harm than good, right now, and he’s smart enough to close his eyes so he 
doesn’t have to watch Apollo vanish into thin air. He catches the scent of 
hyacinth lingering behind, and when he finally feels ready to go home, 
wondering what he’s going to do about his underwear because this dress is 
see-through, he notices that his panties are in perfect shape. 


Ah, well. He might have to give tonight a very, very long brainstorming 
session, once he gets home. 


3. third 


Notes for the Chapter: 
i feel like shit and life sucks so enjoys this for me pls 


also i guess if you come from my other fic, this is a way to make up 
for that one ending :) 


Percy spends the next few weeks struggling to find a sense of balance 
again. He talks to Rachel, and Nico, even to Will and Piper, to see who can 
give him a clue as to what the fuck is going on with Apollo— or, between 
him and Apollo would be more appropriate to say, but no one has been able 
or willing to give him any useful information, and he doesn’t have the 
bravery to call Apollo’s phone after that last look he gave him, cold and 
absent. 


Almost a month after the party, Percy caves in, and manages to secure Meg 
McCraffey’s phone number from Kayla and Austin, who had exchanged 
looks like they thought he was a dead man before deciding to help him get 
help. 


After he asks her if he’s done something, anything, to Apollo or someone 
else that's made him act like he did towards him, Meg scoffs into the phone. 
“You’re a dumbass, Percy Jackson.” 


She hangs up and blocks his number. So, that was a dead end, and he didn’t 
know how to proceed after that, other than think about it every single day 
without rest, for months to come. 


There are things that keep him busy, of course— namely med-school 
graduation, securing his position at the hospital, and then finally gathering 
the nerve to speak to Annabeth again after more than a year of radio silence, 
so they could do their healing separately. He doesn’t think their friendship 
will ever be the same again, but being on good terms is important for the 
both of them, and even though she never supported his career change, she 


still found it in herself to congratulate him. But it honestly is the least of his 
worries, at least in regards to his personal life. 


There comes a point, a couple months in, where he considers showing up to 
Olympus, but then he quickly scraps that idea because what would he say, 
then? He feels like he should apologize, but he doesn’t know what for, and 
getting an apology from someone who’s unaware of what’s happening is the 
Same as getting an insincere one, and Percy doesn’t roll like that. He 
doesn’t do things halfway. 


He doesn’t try to hook up with anyone else; his conscience is too heavy, but 
time doesn’t stop for anyone, and he runs out of ideas and resources as it 
progresses, not caring for his feelings. The solstice comes and goes, but 
Percy is too busy doing his hospital shifts to consider volunteering as 
chaperone for the kids attending, and there, in the middle of the emergency 
room, as he uses his power to keep the blood circulation of a patient 
bleeding out on him sluggish, is when he realizes that he’s lost his window 
of opportunity, and Apollo probably doesn’t even care anymore. 


It hits him harder than it should, and when it’s his turn to use the nap break 
room, he can’t manage to sleep a wink. He just tosses and turns, replaying 
each of his interactions with Apollo— how willing he was to sleep with him 
the second Percy showed interest, the flowers, the hints of jealousy in his 
voice at that party, his hungry eyes. He should be relieved by the idea that 
he won’t have to deal with that, but he isn’t. 


Gods aren’t dateable. They aren’t trustworthy. They’re not reliable. They 
don’t even have souls, and whatever it is that rests in their chests can’t be 
called a heart. Their bodies are an illusion. And they’ll never be able to 
make you happy if you don’t go out of your way to make them happy first. 
These are facts; there are dozens upon dozens of myths proving this, he has 
his own experiences to fall back onto, his mom. And yet, the more he thinks 
of it, the more at loss he is... because he knows Apollo is the exception to 
the rule. 


Fuck. He just had to go and sleep with the one god who’s proven that 
Olympus can change, didn’t he? He couldn’t have fucked— actually, no, 
that’s a gross line of thought. Ugh. Every single other god he’s met would 


be too weird, on top of not even liking most of them. But his point still 
stands; he’s fucked up, and now he’s lost his chance to own up to it. 


“You need to get over it,” Thalia tells him a month later, when he runs 
across the hunters trying to pick up the trail of some monster hiding 
underground. He was on his way home from the hospital when he got 
attacked, and disposed of the monster with a well-pointed swing of Riptide, 
to Thalia’s chagrin, because that wasn’t the one she’s looking for. “It’s not 
worth your time, Percy. I like Apollo, I really do, but he also knows that he 
shouldn’t get hung up on whatever business you two left unresolved. He’s 
not moping all over the place.” 


They’re still standing on the mouth of an alley, her leaning against the wall 
as Percy stitches an ugly cut on her arm that’s at least a few hours old, 
because she doesn’t have any ambrosia on her, and neither does Percy— it’s 
not smart to carry food that could burn up humans while working in an 
emergency room. No, he keeps a stash hidden in the hospital, another at his 
apartment. 


His hands are shaking a little, which they never do when he’s working on 
someone’s body, so he takes a deep breath, trying to calm himself down. 
He’s not even that tired from his shift. “Are you sure about that? Have you 
talked to him about it?” 


Thalia curls her lips in disapproval. “No, but Lady Artemis was clear that it 
wasn’t our business and we shouldn’t ask. Still— he’s been as annoyingly 
productive as he’s been ever since the Lester fiasco. He went hunting with 
us just last month, and he seemed fine. You should follow that example.” 


“T’m fine,” Percy sighs, making a knot at the end of Thalia’s stitches and 
using a dagger she carries on her to cut the line. It’s very unprofessional, 
and he would never do this on a patient because there’s a lot of implications 
related to infections, but demigods are made different. She’s not even likely 
to have a scar. “I am, really. I just... I feel like I could’ve avoided this 
mess.” 


“Yeah, by keeping it in your pants,” Thalia snorts, and Percy winces. Out of 
the things about Apollo he regrets, that is not one of them. He steps back, 


giving her space to check out her stitches, and Percy’s struck by how young 
she looks. He can barely believe how long it’s been since they were fighting 
over petty, childish disagreements after Capture the Flag. It makes him feel 
old, towering over her, but Thalia stands strong, shoulders squared, and 
somehow manages to match his height, if only in a metaphorical sense. 
“Percy, you don’t get to play both sides. That isn’t fair.” 


He snaps his eyes to hers, and gets welcomed by a frown. “What do you 
mean?” 


“You don’t get to be hung up on a god, thinking about it for months on end, 
wasting your mortal life, wondering what you did wrong,” Thalia starts, and 
despite the fact that her tone is mild, Percy can see some of her indignation 
towards him. “And at the same time, do nothing about it. You either let it go 
or you make a move, kelp-brain. You’re smart. You’re a fucking doctor. If 
you’re so worried about Apollo’s feelings, ask him. If you don’t actually 
want anything to do with him, /et it go. Don’t be unfair to him. We don’t get 
the luxury of having a set time to live our lives and push ourselves to move 
on from things in order to be able to live it properly. So, don’t be an idiot. 
Make up your mind.” 


“How would I ask him?” Percy asks, though he knows it’s a feeble excuse, 
and Thalia rolls her eyes. “I don’t know if I... I don’t know.” 


Thalia shrugs. “That’s what I’m telling you, Percy. Make up your mind. 
Send him a prayer. Or don’t. I could give you his phone number, or not. 
Your pick.” 


Percy stares at her, and wonders if it’s just him, or the air is a little heavier, 
harder to breathe in. “And what if I can’t make up my mind?” 


“You’ll keep torturing yourself,” Thalia clicks her tongue, and looks past 
Percy at the streets, covered in moonlight and the general brightness of New 
York, her mind already miles away, refocused on her mission. She pats his 
shoulder and shoots him one last don’t be dense look. “And you’ll keep 
torturing him, too, even if he’s doing okay. Don’t be that guy, Percy. Lady 
Artemis does like you, and I’d hate to have to shoot you on sight next time 
we talk.” 


And with that, she’s off. Percy doesn’t even get to tell her to send his 
regards to Reyna, but she’ll probably let her know they ran across each 
other anyways. He stands at that alley for another ten minutes before 
arriving home and collapsing, for once neglecting to do his self-care after 
shift routine, so he can try to make up his mind. 


He doesn’t achieve it that night, or the next, or next week, or the one after 
that one. He keeps going in circles and the nurses are starting to give him 
baked goods because they can tell something is bothering him, but it isn’t 
long until the choice is pretty much taken out of his hands. 


“You need to stop thinking about me.” 


Apollo’s voice makes him jump, and in the same movement, he spins 
around, leaning back against the vending machine to stare at him with wide 
eyes. He isn’t looking at Percy, but rather at the folders Percy was carrying 
on his way to the break room to do some paperwork, leaning against the 
opposite wall. His professionalism snaps him out of his stupor, and he 
walks over to him to take the folders out of his hands. 


“That’s private patient information,” he snaps, slipping the folders under his 
arm, pressing them against his body. But then he meets Apollo’s eyes, 
catching a dark blue sky, and an unimpressed raised eyebrow. Percy loses 
all heat, realizing this is a god— who is also a doctor, and is unlikely to get 
arrested for breaking the law. He sighs. “Why are you here?” 


“J just told you,” Apollo smiles at him, and while it is a better attempt at it 
than the last time they saw each other, Percy can still tell it’s a lie. “You 
need to stop thinking about me. Your thoughts weren’t so loud, but they’re 
gotten bad lately. It’s distracting.” 


Percy feels his face flushing. “You can tell when I’m thinking about you?” 


“Yep! All gods can, but it all depends on intensity,” Apollo nods, pressing 
his lips together. His tone is forcibly cheerful. “So, I beg of you, Percy: stop 
doing that. Please, and thank you. With that out of the way, I suppose I’ll 
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“Wait,” Percy reaches out, catching Apollo’s hand on his own when he 
Starts turning. He visibly sees him tense up, but Percy doubles down, even 
if he doesn’t know what he’s doing. “Is that all you’re here for? Really?” 


Apollo takes a deep breath, then looks at him, shrugging. “What else would 
I be here for?” 


A million things rush through his mind, but Percy doesn’t manage to nail 
any of them. He shakes his head, frustrated at his own incompetence. He 
doesn’t think he’s been so indecisive about something since Nico asked him 
to bathe in the Styx. “I... I don’t know, Apollo. I don’t know.” 


Apollo’s eyes flash with a feeling Percy can’t describe, and he softly frees 
his wrist from Percy’s hold. “Then I must leave, since I have no further 
business here. I’ll be gracious enough to pass out a few blessings to your 
patients on my way out, if you don’t mind.” 


“Go ahead,” Percy says, feeling his throat clog with a feeling he can’t put a 
name to— something between sadness, despair, and disappointment. Apollo 
walks away from him without even saying another word, and Percy stares at 
his retreating back, feeling the sting of that, until something in him snaps, 
and he calls after him. “Apollo, I’m sorry.” 


He freezes, but doesn’t turn, and more words leave Percy, helpless and raw. 
“J— I don’t know what’s happening. I don’t know what I did, or what I 
haven’t done, but I’m so, so sorry, I hate seeing you like this and I— I 
would like a chance to fix it, please, but I just don’t know—” 


Apollo turns and walks towards him with quick, confident strides, and 
Percy braces himself for anything, really, from a punch to being spat at to 
being cursed or just plain vaporized, but the second Apollo breaks into his 
personal space there are hands at the neck of his scrubs, pulling him in, 
until their lips meet. 


Percy melts like an ice cube during summer, almost dropping his folders in 
his haste to wrap his arms around Apollo’s neck, pressing himself closer, 
just about managing to catch them with a hand and squeeze them for dear 
life. Apollo makes a sound that’s deliciously close to a growl, right up 


against his lips, before he’s pushing him back, until his back meets a 
vending machine, making it rattle. It’s messy, it’s hot, it’s desperate and 
hungry, and something about it makes him feel like he’s bleeding, and like 
Apollo’s pouring everything out, things he can’t understand, things he 
doesn’t know if he wants to understand. 


“T lied,” Apollo says, panting against his skin, kissing down his neck. He 
takes a bite, hard, like he wants to take a piece of him and keep it. “I didn’t 
come here just for that.” 


Percy swallows, ignoring the shaking of his hands. “Then what—?” 


“What time do you get off your shift?” Apollo interrupts, crowding Percy 
even further, hips pressing together— gods. Fuck. 


“]— I haven’t said yes yet,” Percy gasps out, as Apollo grinds against him, 
hands slipping to his ass, and then shakes his head. “Actually, forget it, this 
is fine, but— ah, shit! I don’t care how good you are, you’re not fucking me 
in a hospital!” 


“What time?” Apollo asks again, and Percy answers him with a whole load 
of stuttering and not enough conviction to actually let him go, holding on to 
him with all his strength until Apollo has to break away himself. They make 
eye contact, then, and Percy’s breath catches, pain twisting in his chest, 
because there’s that mask again. “I’ll see you later. Good luck with the 
paperwork.” 


Apollo disappears and Percy stands frozen for ten precious minutes that he 
should never waste while he’s on duty, but then he walks himself to the 
break room and throws himself at his paperwork like a possessed man. 
Thoughts rattle in his head, swirling, trying to process what just happened; 
he can taste strawberry lips gloss on his lips, feel the throbbing pain of the 
vicious bite Apollo took, and he doesn't want to imagine what his hair looks 
like, or his scrubs. 


Eventually, though, he calms down, and manages to have a few sobering 
thoughts. The first one being why? What the fuck is happening? Why does 
this all feel so much deeper than it should? He’s— he’s honestly so 


confused. They need to talk. He feels like he doesn’t have the full story or 
the full context of things, like he’s neglected to pick up details that were 
right in front of him. 


He doesn’t know how he manages to get his work done before his shift 
ends, because it’s slow-going and torturous with how much his mind 
wanders before he refocuses on his task. Still, he grabs his things, wraps 
himself in his coat, makes sure he has everything and then starts the walk 
back to his place, not knowing what he’s going to face, but confident that he 
needs to get things straight, for real this time. 


His front door doesn’t have the lock on when he arrives, which should 
probably be concerning because Apollo could’ve just waited in the hallway, 
but he thinks back to that first night— how Apollo had pressed him up 
against the door and kissed him silly, how he had had to place the key into 
the lock himself because Percy was shaking too badly, distracted by him, 
and figures that it’s fine. 


The lights of the hallway are off, but there’s music, soft and soothing, 
coming from the living room. He stands at the threshold of the kitchen, 
without looking in, hesitating. Gods, this is hard. It shouldn’t be this hard; 
ironically enough, despite the joke of Apollo being easy, it is true that he 
made a lot of things a little more bearable to get through, no matter how 
much Percy’s complained about the insistent memories, or the grief it’s put 
him through to wonder what he’s doing wrong. It’s just a fact. They didn’t 
just have sex that first night— far from it. Percy just decided to be cynical 
about it instead of accepting the reality of it, and he regrets it. 


“T can leave,” Apollo’s voice comes, and Percy opens his eyes to see him 
standing before him, eyes warm, and his smile tiny and embarrassed. 
Uncharacteristically bashful, and just a little disappointed. “You don’t have 
to indulge me, Percy. I’m sorry if you feel like I’ve pressured you.” 


“Tt's not that,” Percy shakes his head, and looks at him for a second before 
bringing his hands up to his face, holding him. Apollo's breath gets 
noticeably shorter. “It's just... I don't know what's going on.” 


Apollo lowers his eyes, casting a shadow that makes Percy feel very far 
away. “Do you really need to? I... I don't feel it's necessary.” 


“How is that fair?” Percy protests, and Apollo looks up at him, pained, 
quiet. He can't even find it in himself to be angry. “You're hurting. How am 
I supposed to ignore that?” 


“Because you know what's best for you,” Apollo presses his lips together, 
then leans in, and Percy doesn't stop him. When he speaks next, their lips 
brush. “It can't be more than that, and you should throw me out anyways. 
That's how it should go.” 


Percy manages a glare, and tangles his finger in Apollo's hair. “I've never 
let a god tell me how my life will go. I won't start now.” 


Apollo opens his mouth, to say what, he doesn't know, but he gets 
interrupted by Percy pushing him backwards, softly, guiding him all the 
way into his couch until he's sitting, looking up at him with a puzzled 
expression. Percy takes off his coat, then his scrubs, the shirt underneath 
because it's been cold in the city, his pants, slipping out of his shoes and his 
socks until he's in just his underwear. 


Apollo looks up at him with his jaw open, blinking, and Percy can't help a 
self-satisfied smile before he slides into his lap, pressing himself as close as 
possible, kissing his cheek and his jaw all the way to his ear, where he 
whispers a threat. “I'll get you to speak to me. I can promise that.” 


Apollo swallows, sets his hands on his thighs, warm and strong, with long, 
beautiful, calloused and talented fingers that have been chasing his dreams 
for ages. “That’s, uh—” 


“The way you fucked me last time,” Percy interrupts, kissing his neck, 
running his hands over Apollo’s shoulders and down his chest, all the way 
to his stomach before slipping them under his shirt, pressing them against 
his skin. Apollo shivers, and Percy holds his own back because feeling this, 
feeling him... gods, is it possible to miss something you’ve never really had 
before? That wasn’t ever yours? “It felt personal. And before that, as well 


bb) 


Percy gets interrupted by a kiss, Apollo’s teeth catching on his bottom lip 
and pulling him in until he’s helplessly pressing himself against him, trying 
to be as close as physically possible. Hands settle on his hips and perhaps 
it’s rushed but they grind, a tight, closed movement that knocks the air from 
his lungs. 


“Don’t want to talk,” Apollo says against his lips, kisses him again and 
again, like he can’t get enough. He grinds his hips up again and Percy 
gasps, softly. “Just want you.” 


“That’s the most honest you’ve been all year, isn't it?” Percy shoots back, 
pushing him slightly to meet his eyes, and Apollo’s eyes narrow, trying to 
close himself up, but he’s having none of it. “If you leave after we’re done, 
Apollo, I will hunt you, I will find you, and we will talk. ” 


Apollo seems unsure for a second, but then he gives in, even if he doesn’t 
look happy about it. “Alright, Perseus. I'll tell you want you want to know, 
but if it’s not what you want to hear—” 


“Don’t care what it is as long as it’s the truth,” Percy shakes his head at him 
and then slides off his lap onto the floor. Apollo seems confused about it 
until Percy properly makes himself at home between his knees, and his eyes 
widen. A hand shoots out to hold his wrist when Percy starts undoing his 
jeans’ button, and Percy raises an eyebrow at him. “Don’t want a blowjob?” 


“Have you ever blown someone before?” Apollo asks, his voice strangely 
tense, and Percy catches onto the unwarranted jealousy. He’s surprisingly 
pleased about it. “Don’t want you to, you know, choke...” 


“Yes, you do,” Percy breathes out, blushing even though he’s the one that 
said it, and Apollo bites his lip, grip on his wrist tightening, looking at him 
like he wants to throw him over his shoulder and drag him to bed. He 
wouldn’t be opposed. “Hook ups suck. I’ve only blown toys. Thinking of 
you. Did you hear that in your head as well?” 


“Fuck,” Apollo mumbles, letting go of his wrist to tangle his hands in his 
hair instead, gripping tight. “You got a mouth on you, don’t you? Might 
have to teach it a lesson.” 


Percy’s breath catches, and he finally undoes Apollo’s pants, pushing them 
down and then staring— he’s going commando. Holy shit. His lips tremble, 
and his brain decides to remind him how Apollo felt inside his ass, so long 
ago now, like he was filled to the brim and barely hanging on by a thread. 
And he’s going to feel it again... in his mouth. 


“Don’t get shy on me now,” Apollo says, and runs a thumb over his lips 
before pressing it inside, Percy opening his mouth willingly, letting him 
push down his tongue. Breath shaky, he sucks the finger, and Apollo’s gaze 
turns approvingly in a way that keeps him on his toes. “Come here, baby. 
You offered. If you still want to do it...” 


He doesn’t have to say more. Percy drops his eyes down to Apollo’s cock 
and takes it in his hand, leaning in, letting spit gather in his mouth and 
licking his lips. He glances up, making eye contact as he opens his mouth 
and sticks his tongue out; Apollo curses under his breath at the first contact, 
as Percy rubs the whole head with his tongue, and then he breaks eye 
contact in order to close his eyes, focusing on his task. 


They’ve never done this before and he’s heavily regretting it because it’s so 
fucking good. He can feel the heat of Apollo’s cock, every little twitch from 
arousal, the slight, almost unnoticeable throbbing of his heartbeat as blood 
pumps through his body. When he starts taking him into his mouth, the 
feeling of being filled up makes his eyes roll up, letting out moans from the 
back of his throat, and even though he’s not experienced enough to take 
much of it, Apollo’s praise reaches his ears and that makes it all the more 
intense. 


“You look like you were born for this,” he says, his tone just a little mean, 
and it should feel like an insult but instead it registers as a compliment, 
making him preen internally in response. “Fuck, I want to fuck your throat 
until you can’t speak. ” 


Percy groans, sucking his head before making his way back down, trying to 
take more of him and relaxing as much as possible. He very much wants 
Apollo to do that, and then fuck him until he screams, raw and honest, until 
there’s nothing left of his voice to ruin. He shivers with want, hard in his 
underwear, and wonders if he should touch himself— but he figures that, if 


he starts, he wouldn’t be able to stop, not with Apollo’s cock down his 
throat. 


As if to tease him, Apollo unexpectedly thrust his hips into him, and Percy 
doesn’t choke but just barely, losing his breath and having to draw back in 
order to catch it again. Even then, Percy comes back to it so fast that Apollo 
chuckles, running his hands through his hair and doing it again, harder, 
forcing Percy to remain as still as possible. 


“What a sight,” Apollo mumbles, pressing a hand over the back of Percy’s 
head to push him further down his cock, testing how far he can go before 
Percy starts to get tense again. “You need more practice, though I suppose 
you can’t just plan for a toy of my size for your nightly experiments, can 
you?” 


Percy moans, pressing his legs together to try and control himself, but 
Apollo’s absolutely right. Percy never went into it thinking he would 
actually get to do this with him. He bought several dildos, of varying sizes, 
but none of them are big, a couple are smaller in case he just wants to have 
something in his mouth for when he’s using a vibrator downstairs, but this 
is... this is better than any of that. 


With one last thrust that actually makes Percy choke, Apollo pulls off and 
guides him up, back to sitting on his lap, immediately slipping his hands to 
his underwear to grope his ass over it, before running it over his crack until 
he can press against his rim, making him gasp and grind back. 


“You’re not even prepped,” Apollo clicks his tongue. “Can’t do much with 
that, can I?” 


“No,” Percy agrees, and digs a hand between the couch cushions to pull out 
a bottle of lube, pressing it insistently against Apollo’s chest. Apollo raises 
his eyebrows at him, and Percy huffs. “My apartment, dude. Live alone. 
The couch makes jerking it feel more exciting.” 


Apollo grins and pours lube on his fingers, mean and sharp, but in a way 
that feels a lot more playful than last time. “Should've I stopped by to 
watch?” 


Percy glares at him, even if it loses heat at the first touch of Apollo's lube 
fingers directly against the skin of his rim, under his underwear. “Yes, you 
should've. Would've let you creampie me and use me as a cockwarmer later. 
Would've made you talk, then.” 


Apollo becomes audibly short of breath. “Is that off the table now?” 


The first finger slips in and Percy moans, drawn out and low, letting out a 
breath of air when Apollo starts pushing it out, then back in. Still, he finds 
an answer. “Depends on what you do after I'm done riding you.” 


Percy doesn’t receive an answer to that, which is just fine, because Apollo 
presses against his prostate and rubs without pulling out in a way that 
makes him blind and deaf to the world around him. He doesn’t cum, thanks 
to Apollo wrapping the fingers of his free hand around the base of his cock, 
cutting it off before it can happen, and Percy gasps without breath, pressing 
their foreheads together, pressing his hips back. 


Perhaps too eager to tease him, Apollo gives him what he wants and starts 
on the second finger, efficient and fast and just a little rough. He pulls out 
just to get more lube going, and Percy grunts at the third finger only to 
whine when Apollo doesn’t go as fast as he wishes he would. Still, it’s not 
long before he’s all but riding the fingers, lifting himself up and down, and 
using Apollo’s shoulders as support. 


“Don’t tire yourself out,” Apollo says, kissing his parted lips then moving 
down to his chest, making Percy bend his back in order to lick and suck his 
nipples, sending another violent shiver down his spine, almost making him 
cum again. “I'll be very disappointed otherwise—” 


“Fuck that,’ Percy snaps, and stops moving in order to take off his 
underwear— by which he means ripping it open with not a drop of doubt, 
discarding it. Apollo raises his eyebrows at him, but moves fast, helping 
him lift himself over his cock, pulling his fingers out and guiding himself 
in. Percy tries to sink immediately, but Apollo forces him to slow down, to 
which Percy searches his eyes, finds them narrowed in focus and shut off. 
“Look at me.” 


Apollo lifts his eyes to meet his own, and Percy sees the vulnerability in 
them. His breath catches and it isn’t just because the head of Apollo’s cock 
starts slipping inside him, filling him slowly and wonderfully. No, it’s that 
look, right there— it convinces him that there’s a lot more to Apollo than he 
thought there was the night this started, that it wasn’t as simple as him just 
finding a convenient ass to fuck. 


Well, he’ll deal with it as soon as they’re done here, because it’s hard to 
think this deeply when he’s sinking down on Apollo’s cock like this was 
meant to be, perfect and hot and overwhelming in the best way possible. 
His toes curl and his whole body shakes with it, clinging to Apollo’s hair as 
he clenches and tries to hold back an orgasm. 


“T’ll give you three thrusts,” Apollo whispers, lips against the skin of his 
neck, painting it purple. “After you cum, I’m bending you over that coffee 
table and making you ask for a little mercy.” 


Percy lets out a laugh that comes out sharp and satisfied. Fuck, this is the 
kinda shit he was missing. There must be something wrong with him that he 
wants more. “That’s a promise?” 


“A fact,” Apollo breathes out, grips his hips, and Percy bounces up— only 
for Apollo to snap his hips up and thrust into him at the same time he 
lowers himself down. He moans, mouth falling open, embarrassingly loud 
and dirty and somehow exactly what he needs because if he was sweaty and 
hot before, now he feels like he’s back in that one volcano he blew up. “Oh, 
maybe it’ll just take one more, then?” 


Percy kisses him because it’s better than admitting he’s right, lifting himself 
back up. The same thing happens but he manages to hold on, whining as he 
uses a hand to make a ring around the base of his dick. Apollo slaps that 
hand away lightly, whispering about cheating, but Percy’s mind is fuzzy and 
he’s at the edge. The third time, as predicted, he’s unable to hold back and 
cums with his cock pressed against Apollo’s shirt, littke wounded noises 
leaving him without apparent end. 


Apollo grinds upwards to milk his prostate further, leaving Percy unable to 
do much other than hold on as the spasms wash through his body, his moans 


fading into whimpers that are still a little too loud. His neighbors are, no 
doubt, getting a show. 


“Shit, as beautiful as ever,” Apollo says, and pushes Percy back a little, 
grabbing his chin in a way that screams dominance and control that has 
Percy spreading his legs a little more than they already are. Apollo notices 
and smiles at him, cocky. “I’m looking forward to seeing those bruised 
knees.” 


Fuck, so is he, and that thought has him all but melting in Apollo’s hands as 
he moves him off his cock, helps him get back onto the floor, turns him, 
presses Percy’s chest against the coffee table in front of them and spreads 
the cheeks of his ass. He’s pushing in like it’s just the way things are 
supposed to be, like Percy’s made to take him so smoothly, and honestly, he 
wouldn’t be able to deny it. It’s so good and he’s not even hard yet, but the 
second Apollo starts fucking into him, that statement gets old very, very 
fast. 


Percy doesn’t even try to do anything other than fuck himself back, because 
he likes the way Apollo touches him, like there isn’t enough of his skin, like 
he’d like to just stay like this and face nothing else, ever again. Even then, 
he can’t fully share that sentiment; much like Thalia reminded him, he’s a 
mortal. He doesn’t have time to stay frozen forever, to be hung up on 
things. Apollo has that privilege, but he doesn’t, which is why they need to 
figure out what this thing is between them. 


His cheek scratches a little against the table but he doesn’t care about that, 
mumbling little exclamations of yes, yes, please, so good and moans so loud 
that his voice strains, gasping every time Apollo unexpectedly changes 
angles to something even better. He ends up holding on to the end of the 
table, nails digging into the wood, when Apollo starts getting rougher, 
Percy’s tone going from loud to almost screaming, sounds rightfully fucked 
out of him. 


It’s over too soon, in his honest opinion, but it seems like there’s a limit to 
how far they can stretch out this moment. Apollo cums inside him with a 
satisfied curse, burying himself deep and hard enough that Percy also cums, 


clenching down and letting his eyes roll back, gasping as his whole body 
twitches. 


Then, they hover there, breathing hard, trying to recover a semblance of a 
line of thought, brains lost in the haze of the afterglow. Apollo leans down 
and starts kissing his neck, biting, strangely sweet, and just a little unsure. 


“Stay,” Percy says, voice cracking from the abuse he put it through. Apollo 
sighs behind him, and Percy manages to tum, straightening up and 
wrapping his arms around Apollo’s shoulders. He’s avoiding his gaze, 
whatever thoughts he has that make him seem this hurt coming back 
without the distraction of the physical. “Apollo. Just... let’s figure it out.” 


“T... I don’t know...” Apollo shakes his head, frowning, so Percy kisses it 
off because something about it looks wrong and painful. Apollo returns the 
kiss with hesitation, up until Percy tangles his fingers in his curls, pushing 
himself closer to him, and then it gets intense again, needy, a little 
desperate. 


It’s clear they’re both weak, because it’s not long before it gets heated, as 
well. But this time, Percy pulls them into his room, to his bed, pushes 
Apollo down and climbs his lap and he rides him properly: slowly, tenderly, 
gasping against his lips and keeping eye contact as much as possible. It’s 
intimate and personal, and Percy makes sure of it, does it on purpose 
because fuck, he doesn’t want to walk out of this and wonder about what- 
ifs. He just wants to know. Otherwise, he thinks he’|I regret it. 


Afterwards, they cuddle. They don’t say anything. It’s quiet, and the night is 
cold but all Percy feels is Apollo’s warmth around him, his arms around his 
waist, hears his heartbeat against his ear where he has it pressed to his 
chest. It soothes him, lulls him into this bubble of security that he doesn’t 
want to let go of, making him sleepy despite his wish to speak of this with 
Apollo as soon as possible. 


It is then that he hears Apollo’s breath catching, followed by a wet sound, 
and he sits up in alarm, turns to look at him, and finds tears. Instantly, 
Percy’s taking Apollo's face between his hands, caressing his cheeks, 
brushing his thumbs against his lips. 


“Apollo?” He asks, concerned, as he keeps avoiding his eyes. The tears are 
warm but not big, and he can tell there’s restraint involved in that. It breaks 
his heart in a way he wasn’t expecting. “Hey, it’s— it’s okay. It’s just me, 
Apollo. It’s okay. What’s wrong? If you don’t... if you don’t want to talk 
about this we can just leave it for another day, but—” 


“T’m sorry, Percy,’ Apollo mumbles, leaning in to press their foreheads 
together. Percy’s breath catches at the sincerity of his apology, but he’s 
confused as to why he’s doing it. “I’m so sorry. I tried to avoid it, but I 
couldn’t help it. I’m sorry.” 


Stunned, Percy hugs him, leaning his chin on his shoulder, running his 
hands up and down his back. “Apollo, what do you mean? What are you 
apologizing for?” 


“Percy,” Apollo starts, stops with hesitation that Percy can feel down to his 
core, but then pushes himself through it. “Percy, P’ve liked you as... as 
something more than a casual acquaintance for a while now. It just started, a 
couple years ago, during that New Year’s Eve party at camp. That 
exchange, between you and me... it marked me. And each one after that 
just made it impossible to let it go. I’m so sorry.” 


He remembers what he means. 


Around three years ago, when Percy was still dating Annabeth but starting 
to regret it, before they got engaged, they decided to spend the holidays 
apart with their families. Percy had gone to camp, taken mom, Paul and 
Estelle with him, and ran across Apollo looking absolutely miserable in a 
corner, refusing to participate in any of the festivities and sticking to his 
quiet misery. His issue had been simple: he had a fight with Meg, about his 
cobbling, another one with Artemis about him having to let go of his mortal 
friends at some point, another one with Zeus about things he had not 
elaborated on. 


Several other campers had tried to cheer him up, most of them his own 
children, but Apollo was inconsolable, wallowing in misery. Percy had felt 
for him, approached him, and managed to do what no one else could: with a 


well-placed pessimistic joke, a drink, and a small reminder that everyone 
has bad days and bad arguments, he made him smile. 


Sometimes, that's all a person needs, isn't it? A smile, a kind helping hand, a 
well-intended source of comfort. Sometimes... it is that simple. 


“Oh,” Percy says, baffled. He goes over more recent memories, from before 
that night at the club, of him meeting Apollo. With this new knowledge, he 
re-examines the way he caught his eyes lingering on him more and more 
often with each encounter, remembers the way Apollo would casually drop 
compliments, remembers the way he would offer comfort without 
hesitation. “Oh, Apollo...” 


He didn’t even notice. Apollo had always been nice to him after the Lester 
mess, had always shown appreciation for Percy doing him favors or 
offering advice, so he didn’t think there was anything out of the ordinary 
with his behavior. Apollo hid it so spectacularly well, that even the night 
that this whole situation started, he didn’t seem interested until Percy started 
making suggestions. 


And then the next morning, he dumped his flowers and lost his number. 
Holy shit. 


“TI know you don’t want this,” Apollo says, voice shaking, as Percy’s world- 
view continues to completely readjust. “And I’m... I’m so sorry I was so 
weak, I couldn’t say no to you. I didn’t want to. I thought it’d... it’d get 
over it, but every time I saw you, every time I knew you thought about 
me... it just came back to me, all over again.” 


Percy swallows, mouth dry. “I never knew.” 


“You couldn’t have,” Apollo sighs. “I made sure of it, even after the first 
night we spent together. But I messed up at the party. It’s not... having a 
god chasing after you isn’t something to envy. I don’t want you to go 
through that. I should’ve never allowed this to happen—” 


He kisses him again. Apollo sputters, pulling back in shock, and Percy 
stares, with wide eyes, heartbeat in his ears. He clears his throat. “I haven’t 


said no.” 
Apollo stares. “What?” 


“T haven’t said no,” Percy repeats, taking a deep breath. He thinks about it 
for a second, considering how he feels, considering how long he’s been 
longing to see him, how much he’s missed that smile. Gods. He’s an idiot. 
And he owes Thalia a fruit basket. “Ask me on a date.” 


“What? ” Apollo repeats, mouth dropping open, and Percy pulls him in and 
kisses his face, his cheeks and chin and nose and everywhere he can, then 
his lips. When they look at each other again, Apollo looks like he might cry 
once more. “I... Percy... I can’t possibly—” 


“T’m giving it a chance,” Percy shakes his head, running his fingers through 
Apollo’s hair. He raises his eyebrows at him. “Do you think I’m doing this 
just for you? No. I don’t do that kinda shit for a god. I’m doing this for me, 
too, Apollo.” 


Apollo’s eyes widen. “Does... do you...?” 


“Maybe,” Percy shrugs, smiling. He likes this side of Apollo, as well. He 
hasn’t found one that he doesn’t enjoy. “Wanna find out with me?” 


For the first time tonight, Apollo gives him an honest smile, bright and 
sunny, warming his chest. It’s so relieved, so curious, so hopeful. Percy 
almost loses all his breath from it. 


“Yeah,” Apollo nods, awestruck. He quite likes that expression on him, too. 
“Yes, I do, Percy.” 


“Wake me up for my shift tomorrow, and pick me up when I’m done,” 
Percy sighs and lays back down on the bed, looking at his ceiling for a 


moment, and then he grins back at him. “And we’|l see where it goes.” 


He has a good feeling about this. 
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On the top ten list of questionable things he’s done, Apollo puts Percy 
Jackson at number three, right below ‘blessing Taylor Swift’—she didn’t 
need more talent and now he’s terrified of what she’ll do next. Their last 
session at the studio was haunting—and above ‘sneaking into the Vatican 
with Hermes’. Much like those two spots, he would be insane to regret 
Percy. 


The first date goes well, and so do the following five, and the three after 
that—the ninth, not so much, but that was because a monster interrupted 
them and Apollo might have accidentally blinded Percy for a few minutes 
with the arrow he used to get rid of it—which might sound like a lot of 
dates, but it’s more like Apollo keeps staying over on accident, and all they 
do is talk, talk talk and kiss and talk again, like two lovesick teenagers. 
Now they’re at the tenth date; this one actually involves them leaving 
Percy’s apartment, and Apollo’s waiting. 


“Waiting for what?” Percy asks him, taking his eyes off the boxing bag for a 
second to look at him and almost getting bodied by it because of the 
distraction. He dodges in time, though, but doesn’t hit it again, instead 
looking at Apollo. “Is there something we’re supposed to be doing?” 


“No,” Apollo runs his eyes over Percy’s figure, sighing. He still has some 
mild irritation on his cheek from how Apollo pushed him down on his 
coffee table three weeks ago; he’d refused healing, which made him feel 
about seven types of way, and at least four of those were sort of horny. 
“Okay, maybe some things, but what I mean is that I’m... waiting for you 
to realize this is a bad idea.” 


Percy raises an eyebrow at him, walking over to the bench and sitting down, 
grabbing a water bottle. Sweat drips down his neck and Apollo wants to 
lick it but doesn’t because they’re trying to have a deep conversation. 
“What is a bad idea? You’re usually more direct than this. Usually.” 


“Us,” Apollo lets out, averting his eyes when Percy frowns at him. “Not 
that I’m looking to... call it off or whatever you might call it—” 


“Break up?” Percy suggests, and Apollo clears his throat, his heart jumping 
along with his stomach. “We’re dating, right? We’re boyfriends?” 


Apollo’s mouth goes dry. “I— are we? I, I don’t know—” 


“T wouldn’t mind it,” Percy shrugs, in that casual way of his, but Apollo 
catches the amusement resting at the corner of his mouth, the sharp smile 
he’s keeping back. He’s so soft, yet all his features are edged like that; a 
weapon in disguise, like you might just cut yourself on him if you aren’t 
careful, but Apollo knows better. Anyone that truly tries to know Percy 
knows better. He’s a teddy bear wrapped up in seemingly impossible to 
break-through armor. “Would you mind it?” 


“Not at all,’ Apollo mumbles, and watches as Percy takes off the boxing 
gloves, flexes his hands and cracks his knuckles. “I was just... you know, 
thinking you deserve someone a little less...” 


“Of a god?” Percy finishes for him, and Apollo pouts as his smile finally 
makes itself seen, sloppy in the way that only real humor can make it. “You 
know, I don’t really care about that.” 


Apollo winces. “Uh, I quite remember you cursing all of Olympus last night 
when the subway flooded because of your dad and my dad having an 


argument over a nymph—” 


“Oh, gods, dude, do you have to say ‘my dad’?” Percy shakes his head, 
laughing, and Apollo can’t do much more than helplessly shrug at him. He’s 
long accepted his dating pool is more often than not, a precarious tightrope 
of relatives. “Whatever, that’s different— that’s mister Thunder Pants and 
my old man, not you.” 


“T happen to live in Olympus,” Apollo points out, just to be contrarian. 
Percy rolls his eyes. “I’m just... worried.” 


“That Pll leave the second I realize I’m not having a white picket fence 
dream with you?” Percy looks at him, eyebrows raised, and Apollo winces 
and nods. Percy frowns and sighs at him. “Apollo, believe me, I’ve long 
stopped wanting that, to be honest. If I was ever gonna get it, it was with 
Annabeth, and I realized how miserable I’d be just in time to get out. I still 
want kids, someday. But I don’t have any illusions.” 


“Still, you could date someone more appropriate,” Apollo presses on, and 
Percy finishes wiping the sweat off his body just to wrap an arm around his 
shoulders, bringing him in until Apollo has no choice but to look at his 
unimpressed, green-eyed gaze. Really curious, that Percy ended up with 
Rhea’s eyes, when everything about him is all but green. He has to admit 
he’s never met a stronger force of nature, though. “Someone that’s not your 
cousin, or, you know, immortal and famous for taking grief badly—” 


“Sure,” Percy agrees, and Apollo’s eyes widen with instant regret, which 
makes Percy shake his head at him, another smile tugging his lips, softer, 
smaller, and intimate. He’s in love with it— and just with the smile, okay, 
don’t get on his case, seriously, he’s fine, he’s totally not in love with Percy 
already, alright?—and he wants to look at it for just about a million 
eternities. “But I like you, so tough luck, hot-stuff, you’re sticking with 


” 


me. 


“Okay,” Apollo lets out the word weakly, shaky and a little overwhelmed by 
how simple this is. Gods. “Yeah, okay, but that means you’re stuck with me 


+) 


“Could be worse,” Percy leans in and plants a kiss against his cheek, 
closing his eyes and pressing his forehead to Apollo’s temple. Apollo stares 
at him, awed, destroyed by the simple gesture. “I dunno. You make sense. 
It’s been a while since anything but work has made sense to me. It would 
suck ass to lose you before we even get to try to make it work for a while.” 


Apollo swallows. “You’re gonna make me cry.” 


Percy leans back laughing, running a hand through Apollo’s hair and 
looking at him with eyes full of life. It beats the resigned look Percy wore 
before they found themselves tangled together by at least a thousand miles 
—which, by the way, what a good song. He should play it more often. 


“C’mon, man,” Percy bites his lip, keeping his smile down. “Be optimistic. 
It’s fine.” 


“We’re fine,” Apollo nods, processing it in. Then, he raises his eyebrows. 
“You know what else is fine?” 


“What?” 


“Your ass,” Apollo says, and flutters his eyelashes, trying to be coy, but the 
image breaks the second Percy bursts out laughing, drawing a smile so big 
it hurts out of him, and he has to double-check that he isn’t accidentally 
shining out of joy, because it would suck to blind Percy again. “Only facts, 
baby.” 


“Shut up and kiss me,” Percy lets out, still chuckling, and he doesn’t have 
to say it again because Apollo’s instantly leaning in, pressing their mouths 
together only to slide his tongue along the edge of Percy’s bottom lip, the 
way he discovered recently that makes him shiver from head to toe. Percy 
lets out a sigh as he kisses back, and Apollo broadens his senses for a 
second so he can listen to his heartbeat more clearly, to the way his breath is 
already catching, to the way tension is coiling in Percy’s body like he wants 
nothing more but to throw himself at him. 


It makes him so happy, he feels drunk on it. Percy’s genuine desire to be 
with him, emotionally, physically, is not something he’d thought he’d have; 


he still feels like he’s gonna wake up from a dream any second now. When 
Percy’s grip on him tightens and he tries to get even closer, Apollo feels his 
want almost as his own, with an empathy that makes him feel more human 
than anything else ever has. 


Still, they have a date to get to, so he leans back, breathing hard. “Surely 
you didn’t invite me over to see you boxing just so I could fuck you in a 
gym, did you?” 


Percy swallows, licking his lips. They’re cherry red, and the more vicious 
part of him wants to bite them until they bleed, the same way there’s 
something in Percy that has made him dig his nails into Apollo’s skin until 
ichor breaks out, when they’re just making out, ask for him to not get shy 
about leaving bruises, to hold him tighter and closer. It’s the roughest sexual 
exchange he’s had in centuries, as far as he remembers, if not longer, and 
also the softest, the most honest. He’s obsessed. 


“I’m kinda into that idea now,” Percy mumbles, pressing another kiss 
against his lips and then leaning back against the bench, sighing, 
complacent but nowhere near satisfied. “You did say you would show me 
around the Louvre, though?” 


“Ah, yes, how to forget,” Apollo sighs. “Gotta show that old place a real 
masterpiece, don’t I?” 


Percy Jackson is so, so unapologetic, so strong, but he blushes like a 
medieval maiden when given a genuine compliment, and Apollo absolutely 
loves it. “Uh, I— you’re too much. I guess I should, er, take a shower...” 


Apollo kisses his forehead, nodding, and when Percy stands up, he spanks 
his ass. Percy turns to throw him a look, then bursts out laughing. 


“Okay, okay,” Percy shakes his head at him, smiling bright enough to light 
Rome on fire all over again. Oh, it might not be a totally morally 
upstanding thought, but gods, Apollo would pay to see it: a world lit aflame 
with the fire of joy, just from Percy’s smile. “Do that again later tonight, 
and you’re definitely not getting out of my bed, like, for a week.” 


“That’s a threat,” Apollo grabs one of Percy’s hands and drops a kiss on it, 
watching him blush again. “You’re a dangerous one in bed.” 


Percy’s eyes twinkle. “So are you.” 


Their date goes well. Museum dates usually do, to be fair—there’s nothing 
more romantic than walking hand-in-hand, sharing little known facts lost to 
history, about the painters and sculptors, the poets and the architects, that 
Apollo personally knew, about the beauty and the tragedy between each 
piece, about the strength of human passion. Percy is not a museum guy, 
they both know this, of course, and this date is more of Apollo’s idea of 
something light, something simple, an excuse to spend time together and 
talk. 


But still, he must be doing something right, because he drifts off halfway 
into his story about how much Venus actually hates the Venus de Milo 
because it supposedly got her nose all wrong, noticing the way Percy’s 
staring at him instead of at the statue, his mouth parted. 


“Now, I know I’m quite the art piece myself,” Apollo jokes, and sees Percy 
snapping back into consciousness, flushing, smiling sheepishly. “But dear, 
am I that distracting?” 


“Sorry,” Percy takes a deep breath, looking around the gallery. The lights 
are deemed low enough to just about catch the details, courtesy of himself, 
because it is early, very early morning in Paris, compared to New York, and 
he’d hate spooking the mortal security guards that let them through after 
recognizing Apollo as a curator—a fake identity he’s glad the Mist gave 
him, because he was about ready to just let them take a nap instead. “This is 
amazing. I’m actually having a great time, which is kinda shocking, but I’m 
pretty sure that’s only because you’re the one explaining shit to me. You’re 
great at it.” 


Apollo clears his throat. It’s his turn to blush. “Ah, well, I’m not that bad of 
an orator, you know, I have my skills...” 


Percy’s smile widens into something charmed, lovesick. “Wanna show me 
what else your mouth is good at, then?” 


“Oh my gods,” Apollo cracks up, snorting, and Percy follows through, 
laughing hard, shaking his head. He pulls him in by the hand, wraps his arm 
around his waist and buries his face against his neck, shaking his head. 
“Gods of Olympus, Percy, right in front of Venus de Milo? You’ve got no 
shame in you, don’t you?” 


“She’d probably enjoy it,’ Percy shrugs, and Apollo presses his resulting 
laugh against his skin, pressing a few kisses against it afterwards as Percy 
snickers, self-satisfied. “When are you gonna show me the gallery that has 
your name on it? I know you’ve been avoiding it.” 


Curse Percy’s perception powers. “The Galerie d’Apollon is actually my 
son’s gallery, you know—” 


“And I’m sure it’s full of pictures of you,” Percy rolls his eyes and Apollo 
straightens up, a little embarrassed. Percy's eyes soften. “I wanna see how 
artists Saw you.” 


Apollo takes him to the gallery. He swallows at the familiar room, with its 
portraits of French kings, with the crown jewels in their boxes, with the 
golden details along every edge, a work spanning centuries. He’s ashamed 
of how little contact he kept with his son before his death, as forgetful as 
one gets when decades span into centuries; a part of him feels unworthy of 
this tribute, but the rest of him knows there’s no use in suffering over 
something long gone, and breathes in the art, the dedication, the 
architecture and the love. 


Percy’s as wide-eyed as he was at some of the other rooms he showed him, 
but when Apollo nudges his side and gestures at the ceiling above them, his 
mouth drops open. He blinks in shock. “Why did everyone ever in history 
suck your dick? I swear, even Wikipedia does it.” 


It shocks a laugh out of him, lightening the weight on his heart. “I guess I’m 
a bit of a muse myself, after all.” 


“Shut the fuck up, oh my gods, a bit?” Percy shakes his head at him, 
incredulous. But even then, he still looks at him in awe, which is not 
something Apollo thought would happen. If anything, Percy’s the one 


worthy of admiration between the two of them. “This is impressive. I’m 
glad you convinced me to come here.” 


“You can pick our date location spot,” Apollo winks, and Percy chuckles, 
still looking around. He eyes the crown jewels, and Apollo prepares to 
recount the rather... disturbingly entertaining yet otherwise worrying times 
of head-chopping France got into, but Percy interrupts. 


“Wanna fuck me here?” 
Apollo blinks. “What did you just say?” 


“Wanna fuck me here?” Percy repeats, still casually looking around, as 
Apollo has about three heart attacks and an aneurysm. “I thought there 
would be benches, but I guess the floor is cool.” 


“T—” Apollo starts, frowns, opens and closes his mouth. “What?” 


“Dunno,” Percy shrugs, and finally looks back at him, still smiling. Where 
it was innocent and soft before now it’s sharp, showing a bit of that edge 
Percy holds, and Apollo feels himself getting caught in his snare, not unlike 
how Sirens pull you in with their singing. Ah, the sea. Always so 
dangerous. “The idea kinda just came to me. You into that?” 


Apollo weighs his options. On one hand, it’s not very hygienic, and also, 
this is a public space that will be littered with tourists in a few hours, not to 
mention the work of his son... 


On the other hand... sex with Percy in a room dedicated to his worship. 
Yeah, Apollo’s a weak man. “Deal.” 


Gods, kissing Percy might become his favorite sport. Archery? Fuck that 
crap. There’s nothing like the rush of adrenaline that he feels when Percy 
pulls him in by the neck of his shirt, tilting his head up for him to press their 
lips together. Nothing like the sound he makes when Apollo sets his hands 
on his thighs and lifts him up, only to deposit him back down on his back 


against the floor and press him into it with his weight, like he wanted him 
to. 


It feels strangely hurried, yet intimate. Quick movements but with 
thoughtful execution, from the way Percy groans when he rakes his nails 
over the skin of his sides, under his shirt, just enough to tickle, to how 
Percy reverently holds Apollo’s hair back so it won’t get in his way as they 
kiss, as he removes Percy’s pants and kisses his thighs and licks his rim 
open. 


It’s a haze of heat and desire; Apollo is barely conscious of the moments 
where he fingers Percy because he’s too distracted kissing him, too busy 
getting his brain melted out of his ears by the sounds Percy lets out, open 
moans with a high-pitched end that tum him on which such strength he can 
feel his body heating beyond what’s normal. 


They only slow down when Apollo finally takes his cock out of his pants, 
looking each other in the eyes for a second. He can’t help it; Apollo smiles 
at Percy, feeling his tongue curling with words before he’s even really 
thought them, mumbling them out. “Pour notre éternité, mon amour.” 


Percy blinks up at him, chest heaving, heart racing, face red. “Was that 
French? Holy shit— that’s kinda hot.” 


Apollo laughs. “Ce n'était certainement pas italien.” 


“Alright, you can stop now, that’s— that’s so unfair,” Percy says, gets 
redder if possible, and tilts his hips up, his lower lip pouting a little. 
“Please? Apollo?” 


Curse himself, he should’ve never told Percy the power of the image of him 
begging holds. “Ah, je suis baisé.” 


Before Percy can complain about his abuse of the French language, Apollo 
starts pushing into him, and gods—this is going to burn itself in his brain, 
right here, this moment, forever. The Galerie d’ Apollon, dark, Paris asleep, 
and Percy Jackson gasping and moaning under him while looking up at a 
ceiling with an image of his worship that spans centuries in age. It’s the wet 


dream of any god, really, short of taking someone inside their temple, on 
their altar, but more than any of that, it’s the fact that Percy wanted this that 
makes it so precious. That he asked. That this is real. 


And Percy seems to enjoy it quite a lot, if Apollo’s allowed to brag a little; 
his eyes remain fixated on the ceiling above them for most of it, and he 
moans up a storm with every thrust of his hips, louder and louder, like when 
Apollo pushed him onto his coffee table and took him from behind. It’s 
fantastic, and near the end, his focus shifts to him, and he smiles, wide and 
goofy and with eyes full of a future of possibilities that, gods, Apollo hopes 
he’ ll get to be a part of. 


Afterwards, Apollo makes sure there’s no evidence left—even in the 
security cameras. He’s not sure the security guards appreciated the show or 
not, since the Mist works in mysterious ways, but still, at least that’s a sex 
tape of his that won’t be leaking around Olympus anytime soon. Percy 
looks happy out of his mind, smiling throughout the whole ordeal like this 
is all he’s ever wanted, slightly limping. Apollo grabs his ass as they come 
out of the Louvre, one of Percy’s arms around his shoulder, and presses a 
kiss against his temple as he laughs. 


“Okay,” Percy shakes his head, looking up at the early morning sky. “Best 
date ever much?” 


“Best doesn’t cut it,” Apollo grins at him, and Percy actually nods in 
agreement. Apollo gestures towards the waking city, raising his eyebrows. 
“Down for Parisian coffee before going back to New York?” 


“Eh, sure,” Percy shrugs, and throws Apollo a look that speaks of danger. 
Apollo absolutely loves that, as well. “Don’t forget about giving me that 
spanking later, will you?” 


Apollo laughs so hard that tears spring in his eyes. Ah, Paris was a good 
choice. Say what you want, but love is wonderful. “Wouldn’t dream of it, 
Percy.” 
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